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Advertiſement. 


HE Writer of the following little Piece is well 
apprized, that he could have ſerved up this his 
Morſel more agreeable to the public Taſte, had he ſhredded 
in a few more Blades, with a little of the Coxcomb a-la- 
Creme: But the Connoiſſeur muſt pleaſe to obſerve, that 


he is here invited, not to a Feaſt, but a Snap only; we 


beg therefore our Gue/fs would ſay Grace over this their 


 Morſel in perfect Good-humour, and fit down with cheer- 


fulneſs to a moderate Entertainment. 
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SEPTEMBER: 


* 


R U RAL PO E M. 


AIL, fair September ! + in whoſe gentle reign 

The rural ſwains collect the golden grain: 
Hail, wiſh'd for morn | whoſe freſh returning light 
Has chac'd away the tedious hours of night,— 
Briſk CHanTicLEeR, With proud erected creſt, 
Clap'd his gay wings, and ſtrain'd his little breaſt ; 
Wide o'cr the ficlds the lowing heifers ſtray, 
And ſſip-ſhod gleaners bruſh'd the dews away. 

Where yon tall turrets proudly meet the ſkies ; 


The manſion clock ſtrikes fix, the Sportſmen riſe; 
B Deſerted 


4 


+ Hail fair September. The month of September is now become the moſt 
reſpectable of the twelve; and as the game is a ſubject of ſerious controverſy 
in moſt places, th's paſſion is deſervedly ridicul'd (with ſome degree of plea- 
ſantry) in the following little poem, 


Scaliger natu Minimus ——, 


— 2 — — 


1.3.4 — 


Deſerted Fair Ones to their maids complain, 
Stretch half awake, and ring their bells in vain 2 
Soft bridal Daphne to her pillow fighs, 
And hides in down thoſe dear bewitching eyes; 
They turn, they fret, and weep their own miſtakes, 
And wiſh that Pointers could be Wives for Rakes 
Now my good May'r unfolds the red ſtreak'd er. 
Pants for his feaſt, ® and the rich partridge pye : 
Now mutt'ring grooms bend from the ſtable BY 
Half ſhew themſelves, and wiſh the breakfaſt o'er ; 
Maids ſcold at boys, and boys in turn reply, 
Blows follow blows, and fractur'd china fly— 
But hark | the whiſtle gives its quiy' ring found, 
The Squire pours forth, the manſion roofs rebound ; 
The dancing ſun-beams on his barrel play, 
September ſmiles, and all her ſons are gay. 
Sweet month, to thee thy jovial ſportſmen bring, 
The firſt clipt feather from the partridge wing; 
For thee, Collegians waſte whole terms away, 


Leave Locks and Newron Þ for a ſporting day; 


The 


Pants for his ſeaſt, and the rich partridge pye. Partridge pye (ſays a bur- 
far of a collrge) is excellent eating without doubt: but if we are to be cram'd 
at the ſame time with a detail of the whole day's diverſion, it is very apt to 1iſe 
in the ſtomach and make us ſick. -The eternal ſubject of game is undoubtedly 
a heavy tax upon the time and patience of thoſe a who are no ſportſ- 


men. | ” = =- Joquacem 
| Delaſſare valent Fahium -.- - - Hor. 


+ Leave T,ocke end Newton, A tutor at Cambridge viſiting his pupil, found 
his Lockł open tor a week 1 at the ſame page on Simple Idcas. Chiid, 


. ſays | 


The ſchools' loud wrangle for the covey change, 

And learn to dreſs old pointers for the mange. 
Goddeſs of Sports! O thou, whoſe virgin throng 

Can lead the chace, and ſcour the fields along 

Not thou, chaſte Dian, or thy ſportive train, 

Shall claim a Verſe in ſoſt September's reign ; 

The mule, exulting, now, attempts to ſing 

The freſh ſhorn fields, and covies proud of wing; 

The pointers leaping at their maſters' fide, 

And full-blown ſportſmen in their autumn pride. 
Adicu the chace! to us a theme unſung ; 

To winter months thoſe rougher ſports belong: 

Nor ſhall the loping, lift'ning greyhounds claim, 

One couple: here, as dogs of honeſt fame. 

Sce, there they go! light bounding o'er the fern, 

Whiff follows whiff, and turn ſucceeds to turn; 

Diſtreſs'd, confus'd, the little victim flies, 

Death follows cloſe, ſhe drops at once ; ſhe dies, 

Mere woman's paſtime } juſt alive to pleaſe, 

To ride, chit- chat, and take our ſnuff with caſe, 
Huſh'd be the winds | nor let the wanton air 

* Diſturb the treſſes of ſweet Juliet's hair. 

Guard her, ye Sylphs, from falls, and man's approach! 

And change the greyhounds for the burniſh'd coach. 

+ The 
ſavs he, thou haſt a ſtrange affection for Simple Ideas,“ and he was right; for 


his pupil never went any where without them afterwards. 


Voltaire, on empty bot4les. 
* Diſturb the trefſes, L——y T-———& > 
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The martial air, th' equeſtrian female pride, 
Gives pain with pleaſure, and our thoughts divide; 
The graceful titt-up may attract the eye, 
But in the dance {ſweet pow'r) we gaze to die. 
Go then, ye courſers! ſhake your loaded ſides, 
The good Sir Loin repays your morning rides; 
With many a wink the circling glaſs goes round, 
And each applauds,+ how well the Parſon found. 
Say, firſt | what demon, with infernal flame, 
Has fir'd this earth with ſuch a luſt for game : 
Unmov'd by age, by widows', orphans' tears, 
We feel all o'er for partridges and hares ; 
Een gaunty quakers,f now ſo gariſh grown, 
Can ſquint-the eye, and pounce the partridge down, 
Mad in our ſports, we mix in fierce diſputes, 5 
And blood of man atones for blood of brutes. 


Looſe from his ſchool, too dull for claſſic ground, 


The man- child claims his hunter and his hound: 
Indulgent parents view their idol ſon, 
Chum for his dog, and wedded to the gun; 


80 


+ And each applauds. The clerical eye. at preſent, is in great repute for 
finding a hare ſitting; owing perhaps to its extreme verſability and occaſional 
revolutions for many purpotes. Huc illuc oculos vertunt - - 


+ Een gaunty Quakers, From the word quaker, and the tremor they are ſup. 
poled to be under. we ſhouid ſuppoſe them to be but very indifferent ſportſmen ; 
but, alack-a-day, ſome of the triends can bring the creature down very abun- 


dantly, and eat him afterwards. 


* 
? 
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80 ſweet a ſtripling, ſo improv'd hy years, 
He grows a: Midas, S with the Aſs's ears. 


As vig'rous trees put forth luxuriant ſhoots, 
Outgrow themſelves, and ſhed their promis'd fruits ; 


So youth unprun'd, to manhood runs too faſt, 
Then ſtops, and proves unfruitful to the laſt. 
Sweet is the ſight the verdant meadows yield, 
Yet ſweeter far the new-reap'd ſummer field; 
Try now the turnips, bruſh the ſtubbles nd 
And range the pointers o'er the furrow'd ground. 
But let not theſe, ill-broke and unconfin'd, 
. Ruſh lawleſs'on, and idly fink the wind: = 
Hl ſport, with hoarſeneſs, will your toils repay ;. 


A lean light net, and mother's white wine whey, 

Now o'er the burning marl, the gifted ſons 
Of mitred Aaron wave their poliſh'd guns; 
Earth from its centre feels the Demi-gods, 


The green. geeſe cackle, and the gander nods: 
GC So 


5 He grows a Milas.---This deſeription of a. Maſter Jacky from Eaton, 
or Weſtminſter, is not to be applied to any one particular gentleman”: - we - 
renounce all manner of perſonal teverities in this work, and give our deſcrip- 
tion herein to be divided pan the multitude. Wu capit, ille facit. 


* The green geeſe cackle. .- Abſurd to a 1 No green geeſe, as s they are 
ridiculouſly called, in the month of September. The author probably means 


geeſe upon a green; we Wiſh, him to be more correct. 
Dennis Redi vi vus. 
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80 notch'd, ſo pect'd; ſo primitive their drefs,y 
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Luther might ſmile, and Sainte could do no leſs. 

Soft be the verſe, unwilling to offen. 
Conceal all faults, except it be to mend; 
Candour exclaims, O ſpare a brother's: fame l 
No poniard wounds ſo feelingly as ſhame: 

Friend to your faults, wherever theſe abound, 


We ſearch the part, and gently dreſs the wound: 


Yes, let me touch; not probe the wound too deep, 


W hilſt Folly laughs—to ſce Religion weep 3 
*To foe her ſonzits diſſipation yield, 


Firſt in the dance, x and foremoſt in the field; 
Good rules, good order, decency aſide, 


Pert gawky pleaſure mix d with idle pride. 


O Rome | no more thy papal pow'r ſhall riſe ; 
We'll fluſh thy: Pope, and ſhoot him as he flies: 
Prim'd at all points, whatever ſport invites, 
Play, Ball, Bath, Briſtol, or a 1 at White's 8 


There 


Se nalchd, ſo peePd; ſo, primitive heir 3 A decency and diſtinction of 
dreſs is proper to be obſeryed at all mes ; eſpecially as black and white are 
ſo eaſily Hiingyiſhed by " common. people, 2 doigew. 


I Firſt in the dance —Nothing more is here intended but a kind 
affectionate hint to Jome few of qur younger clergy, vor to batter. 
themſelves too much by dancing, for Yeaz th hey f wuld not de ab E to maye af- 
terwards on the hard Nag to e.. 


VPide Delany on Davids dancing. 


$ o a game at White's, The firm of the houſe probably is ſtill pre- 
ſerve | 20 | 


—— u 


| (9 3) 
There hov'ring round our fable troops appear, 
To catch and ſpread the follies of the year: 
But here diſeretion lets the curtain fall, 
And ſweet good - nature mourns, and covers all. 
Claſp'd in thoſe arms, where panting Gods might lie, 
And Kings themſelves be pleas'd, and proud to die; 
What makes Hillario (ſcarce one fortnight wed) 
Leave thus betimes the new-deck'd. bridal bed; 
Thro' parched fields for feather'd vengeance roam, 
When ſofter pleaſures might be found at home? 
O proof ſevere to man's internal eye! 
That our beſt joys do but exiſt to die; 
Thro' life we toil, its honey ſweets to find, 
| Yet feel each pleaſure leaves its ſting behind. 
Prone to condemn, let not old -age preſume, 
To mix December with the flaw'rs of June: 
Youth's made for joy; tis nature's holiday 3 
And time ſoon ſteals the golden hours away. 
A ſocial heart, and ever cheerful face, 
Beſpeak no want of character or grace; 
Paſtimes and ſports, by Heav'n's own will deſign d, 
Relieve the body, and aſſiſt the mind. 
Live and enjoy, x all nature's works declare; 
Ne countet-acts, who hids us to forbears, 
iy Wilen 40 4, en dt and 0h 5 e e Nature, 
2 Live aud enjoy, all nature's xvorks declare. We have certainly a right to be 


as eaſy and happy as we can, provided we will ſuffer decency and good mane 
ners to be of the party with us, Vide Secker's Remarks, 


4 1 2 
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Nature, and nature's lord delights to dwell, 
Far from dull: cloiſters; and the hermit's cell; 
Shuns dirty monks, who think their maker pleas'd, | 
To ſee them ſtary'd, neglected, and diſeas c. 
Heav'n points the way, where ſober pleaſure lies, 
And bids mankind be happy, and be wiſe 
Exceſs alone leads all our thoughts aſtray, $ 
Whilſt faſhion lurks a- ſerpent in our way. i 

But they live moſt, and nobler ends purſue, | 
Who live to pleaſure, and their maker too. ; 
Fluſh'd with rude health, and clos'd in triple ſteel, 
Young fiery ſportſmen- loſe their pow'rs to feel: 
To fave their young, the ſcreaming covies riſe, 
Unmanly ſhot ! too near the mother dies. 
The anxious fire exerts a father's care, 
Wings off, and leaves his little ſoul in air. 
O! where muſt now their wretched offspring fly De 
No buſh, no brake eſcapes the ſportſman's eye: 


$ Exceſs alone leads all our thoughts aftray. A reaſonable equality amongſt 
ſportſmen 1s the one thing wanted : to promote this, a Minor Canon has ad- 
vis'd, that all dead hands, and terrible ſhots, (as ſo commonly called) ſhould 
all of them be properly weighted: to ' carry in their boots, or ſhoes, one 
gill, at leaſt, of good, ſound, unbojl'd marrow-fat peas, or horſe beans of 
two years old; or that the trigger finger ſhould be Kandfornely-ctpt, or cot- 
ted, with tin, leather, or cloth, ſo as to bring them to a fair equality with 
ether ſportſmen, | 

| en in | Vide: Clergyman's. /ads-Mecum. © 

1 1 ln Ln fg? s aged Las vI 


* 1 , * k „ 8 P 5 | * " s N * 0 * . * 4 0 
. # >» . * % « w . @ « = m * 4 1 


„ 3 = „ + * . [0 


In turn progreſſive + each reſigus its breath, 
And cloſe their eyes in agonizing death. 

Is this a triumph? This that manly pride, 
Which boaſts ſo much of reaſon for its guide? 
To view unmov'd the mangled covies die, 
And rob Creation to enrich a pye. 

O, turn your arms to ſave a finking land! 
Britannia calls, and claims each active hand ; 
Leave fields of pleaſure for the fields of fame, 
The foes of Britain are the nobleſt game. 

Comus, dear droll! hold both thy ſides, and ſee 
Decrepid Threeſcore turnip'd to the knee ; 
Parch'd in the centre of the burning plain, 

He ſtops, he pants, and rolls his eyes in vain 
Views the ſtiff point, each feeble effort tries; 
Th' 1mpatient dogs ruſh in—the covey flies, 
| Know then thyſelf, enervated Threeſcore,$ 
Now give and take the harmleſs Mattadore - 


D RE. 


+ In turn progrefſive.---Some gentlemen are ſo modeſt and ſparing, as to 
confine themſelves to five brace of partridges a day: this amounts to 120 
brace for each perſon, for the firſt month of ſhooting; and yet theſe our mo- 
deft gentlemen would take it ill to be call'd poachers.----How ſay you, cri- 
tics?-.-Poachers, or not? Out with it freely,----- Poachers, murderers, Goths, 
Vandals, and Tuſcans, without diſpute. | Legion. 


$ Know then thyſelf, enervated Threeſcore. The poor climacterical ſportſman, 
who burſted a ſtring behind, when he was going faſt to the dog then point- 
ing, is a ſingular inſtance how very cautious we ought to be, not to lay open 
and naked the infarmities of old age to the eye of Ridicule. 

9: 488+ Damnoſa quid non imminuet dies, 
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Or at back-gammon, in the ebb of life, 
Size- ace the vicar, or capot his wife.“ 
O idle thought | with limbs and nerves unftrung, 
That weak old age ſhould covet to be young : 
Vain is the wiſh; nor can our hopes ſucceed, 
The old young man is impotent indeed. 
See! thy ſtiff hunter, long inur'd to toi}, 
By years reduc'd, with patience breaks the ſoil : 
But if he hears from far the op'ning hound, 
He ſtops, he ſtarts, he liſtens to the ſound; 
His lean ſhrunk ſides will this one truth afford, 
Time levels all, the hunter and his lord. 
Ve ſons of rapine! tyrants of the chace! 
Deſcended down from Nimrod's bloody race; 
Know, mercy is the attribute divine; 
'Tis Heav'n's own gift; and make that virtue thine. 
Forbear, raſh youth | nor with exulting eye, 
Smile to behold thy feather'd victim die: 
Nor with proud pleaſure + cruſh the quiv'ring brain; 
Or, unprovok'd, prolong one ling'ring pain; 
The 


Sige-ace the vicar, or capot his wife. There can be no manner of harm 
in playing a game of Cribbage, or All-Fours, with a neighbour's wite, pro- 
vided you do not fit ſo cloſe together as to ſee one another's cards. 

| Take care how you turn up Jack ? 
k OYLE, 


+ Nor with proud pleaſure Fiery young ſportſmen will ſometimes, we 
are informed, cruſh the head of a partridge in the mouth, to ſhorten the time 


of its dying : we wiſh this to proceed from an act of tenderneſs only, and. 


not for the ſake of expedition. Monitor. 


(1) 

The meaneſt inſect, with expiring breath, 
Feels, as thou muſt, the bitter pangs of death, 

See at thy foot! in agonizing round, 
In leaden death, the flutt'rer beats the ground! 
Say, now, wherein the mighty diff 'rence lies! 
To-morrow thou, to-day the partridge dies. 
Speak! is it pleaſure, or the luſt of food? 
That makes thy arm thus prodigal of blood. 
The new-fledg'd birds, now breathleſs at thy ſide, 
This morn, like thee, were all their parents' pride ; 
Stretch'd their young wings, and fondly baſk'd around, 
And felt no torture,* till thou gav'ſt the wound, 

Cenſure apart; if field amuſements pleaſe, 
The mind may be reliev'd with ſuch as theſe. 
This better far, (for this is lawful game) 
Than plunge a dagger thro' a brother's fame: 
Or let ſeduction poiſon the repoſe, 
And give to age thoſe wounds which never cloſe. 
Shun him who acts the vile ſeducer's part! 
The wretch whoſe lips are foreign to his heart ; 
 *Tis poor, 'tis wretched, and unmanly too, 
To break a heart, which fondly bleeds for you. 
The female tear, the lighteſt of its kind, 


Diſſolves the ſoul, and melts the feeling mind: 
We 


Aud felt no torture Acts of cruelty are to be avoided as much as poſſi - 
ble; the meaneſt inſect being equally as ſuſcepuble of pain, as an elephant of 
the firſt magnitude. Veritas, 


( pig ) 


We muſt be wretched, when the Fair complains z- 
Turn ſoft like them, and ſreely wear their chains |. 
Be every ſportſman, every woman's friend, 
Nor wound that honour which you ſhould defend: 
Forth from his farm, his mother's only care, 
Dear Jacky ſcouts, the grazier's hopeful heir ; 
Half fool, half witling, and a half pretence, 
To ſomething rumbling in the ſound of ſenſe ; 
Shot out to manhood, pert with aukward pride, 
The game bag dangling + at the booby's ſide: 
Proud of the ſkirt, to varder tells the tale, 
O'er the long ſauſage, and the ev'ning ale. 
Once, ſad event! with thee thy mother big, 
Tore off in wrath thy father's woolly wig : 
Terror to birds, aloft it wav'd in air; 
You heard the tale, and choſe the ribbon'd hair. 
Thy club might now the peruke's place ſupply, 
And birds would ſhun the monſter as they fly. 
You, my good dames, whoſe children are your care, 
Let no friſſeurs diſturb the farmer's hair ;* 


The 


+ Nor wound that honour.---Nothing ſo mean and unmanly as the ſeduction 
of a young creature, becauſe ſhe loves you to diſtraction. 

7 CA 21 Bodney*s Voyage to Loretto. 

+ The game bag dangling.---Quere, ſays an old experienced ſportſman, whe- 
ther mother's darling, who ſeldom ſtirs a furlong from home, without a gun 
in his hand, and a lurcher at his heels, does not ſurreptitiouſly deſtroy more 
game than better and more experienced ſportſmen. Hunc tu, Romane, caveto. 

* Let no friſſeurs diſturb the farmer's hair. —-Farms in general, upon an average 
in Norfolk, are ſuppoſed to be raiſed twenty per cent. ſince the introduction of 
knob'd hair, and nankeen breeches. Vide Molefworth*s Calculations. 
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The dangliag club; long ſkirt, and ſimp'ring face, 
With heads ſo marl'd, make acres riſe apace, 
Nature on all beſtows what's good and beſt, 

But affeRatiori's folly meanly dreft ; 

All rank, all order, ſerves to fome good uſe, 
But ſwans deride the vain affected gooſe. 

Be nature then your guide | your ruling ſtar ! 

Nor ſtrive to be' more aukward than you are : 
Time was, before preſcription made us fools, 
When men were wiſe, and follow'd Nature's rules; 
Experience taught all field amuſements good, 

To brace the nerves, and purify the blood: 

Law gave conſent, that Britain's ſons might know 
To raiſe the tube, and level at the foe: 

Now, fad reverſe! deſpotic times ſucceed, 

And men ſcarce; know the very game they feed.+ 


What, do they murmur? do they ſay, undone ? 
Seiz d are their farms, the keeper takes the gun: 
Mercy for all, e'en wretched rogues in jail, 

But who forgives the murd'rer of a quail ? 
Not all the ſtreams of Jordan's healing flood, 
Could cure this hot, rank fever of the blood. — 


135 E | And 


+ And men ſcarce know the very game they feed. To continue our ſporting 
metaphors, we level our piece at the follies of men, and not their perſons : 
if any random ſhot ſhould reach any one particular gentleman, we heartily 
beg his pardon, and deſire him to conſider it as a ſcratch that can never injure 


im. VNivas in amore jociſque. 


dat Hall theſe defend our country's cauſe ? 
Th.{ guard our ſ rights, and ſave our finking- laws? 
Veters beware | deftpotic men diſown l log la no 211764 
You ſet them up, and you can pluck them dow. 
But in exceſs alone the miſchief lie | 
Men might be ſportſmen, would they but be u 2 
Manners with' ſenſe, and decency combin'd, iy 
Need no reſtraint, nor want to be confin d; 
But in their ſports men are unequal found, 
Theſe want indulgence, thoſe too much abound. 

Fix'd to his cures, (ſay fifty pounds if clear) 
Why boaſts my prieſt his hundred brace each year ? 
Or, what makes William ſport throughout his life ? 
One hundred pounds per ann. in right of wife: 
But theſe have worth, and many virtues hid; 
Where? in the buſkins, and the pow ful quid. 
Away diſtinctions, and each vain pretence | 
The wholeſale murd'rer gives to all offence : 
Define who will, be his the poacher's fame, 
Whoſe life's a kennel, and profeſſion game — 


And 


+ Why boaſts my prieſt his hundred brace each year. Ic is a fact of notoriety, 
that ſome of the clergy in Norfolk deſtroy with a ſingle gun three or four- 
ſcore brace of partridges and pheaſants in one ſeaſon. To prevent this exceſs, 
ſome have adviſed, that a text ſhould be given after ſervice for the following 
Sunday- -but Gediccus has well obſerved, (De decimands et non decimando, and 
in the caſe of Pepper verſus Splaſh) that where tithes are taken in Kind, the text 
malt not be intruſted with the Squire, or No officers. 

Eft modus in Rebus. 


( 15 ) 
And ſhould there live a youth, ſo loſt to ſenſe, 
Who knows'no bounds, but ſports to give offence; 


Who hurls defiance at his patron's head, 


And poaches fields, which freely yield him bread : 
It ſuch there be, may I, good Heav'n| decline 


To mix with ſuch, or call that friendſhip. mine. 


Say then, where muſt our game contentions end ?+ 
That each may truſt his neighbour, or his friend: 
When mult ſuſpicion drop the fev'riſh fear, 

Nor guns roar down diſtraction on the ear. 
Thou muſt, diſcretion, hold the equal ſcale, 
And honour bind ſuperior to a. jail. 

Lords of our fields! to whoſe deſpotic ſway, 
Mortals muſt bend, and laws themſelves obey ; 
Mortgage, or bond, hat all events defend, 

And ſave the partridge, tho' you loſe the friend. 
But what is friendſhip ? what a brother's blood ? 
To live and reign, ſole tyrant of a wood; 

To hear at once a hundred pheaſants riſe, 

To feel a triumph, when a poacher dies; 


© heav'nly 


+ Say then, where muſt The various diſputes abont the game in many 

la es b: come daily an intereſting ſubject to the public in general; as lives, 
Brel es, peace, and good neighbourhood are tuo frequently ſacrificed to the 
capric.qus and ridiculous idal. | Mungo Campbell, 


| Mortgage, or bond It is a mortifying refſection, that ſome gentlemen, 


by an over avidity to preſcrye game, have veiy much ſhortened thoſe acres. 


whereunto. they belonged, - - - In jus 
wn OTE | Acres procurrunt = - 
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{ 26 ) 
O heav'nly conqueſt to a virtuous mind, 
To live and die, the ſeourge of half mank ind! 
But, ſee he comes -A cherub's form appears, 
Edg'd with white hat, and tipt with aſs's ears: 


O | for the hartſhorn, or we die away, 

To ſee ſuch ſoftneſs, in the form of clay : 

Waft all his ſweets, ye gentle gales, around! 
Wherec'er he treads, freſh odours ſeent the ground “ 
Ye, once un-acred, nor e' en bleſt with roods, 
Tho' now ye boaſt fair fields, and ſtately woods 
Feels not your cheek the conſcious glow of ſhame, 
For legions ſlaughter'd: of unnumber'd' game. 

Why then thus rigid? why ſo lordly grown? 

We hail your manors, tho' of late your own: 

Go make your tenants covenant by leaſe, 

To ſtrain the laws, and wound the public peace; 
Juries, no doubt, will aid the righteous cauſe, 

And proſecutions thrive from injur'd laws. 

But why thoſe ſullen ſhrugs, that cinic ſneer ? 

That cits ſhould taſte a partridge once a: year: 

Why thus diſturb'd, and peeviſh to a fault? 


Look up, my lords! good news—a poacher's caught ! 


Jail | 


 * Whereeer be trends, freſh odours ſcent the ground. Who is this? A queſ- 

tion more caſily aſked than anſwered. - It is, my good reader, any body, no- 

body, or whom you pleaſe. The daubings of this writer have the quality 

of your Fuller's Earth; deſigned to take out your ſpots, and make your gar- 

ment better, but not to. injure it. - - - - Non ego paucis 
Offendar maculis = = = = 


Jail him, they cry;“ zounds! have him faſt and bound! 

O glorious deed | th' unſhirted villain's found, 

The triumph ended—reftleſs as before— 

For why? My lord has fifty pheaſants more. 

What will ſuffice? what ſuits your preſent taſte ? 1 

The full, the ſole dominion of the waſte, | 

All game is ours. What all? delicious word | 

This ſmooths the front, makes peace, and ſheaths the ſword, 1 
But hold—Shall little men, deputed too, | 

Rave round our fields, and be as fierce as you ? Ez 1 

Shall theſe, (O force of ſecond-handed pow'r !) 

Strut out the puny tyrants of an hour ? 

So down the ſtream,+ cry'd out, in pert array 


See, ſee, we ſwim!—we pippins of a day. 

What pity then my lord, whoſe goodneſs charms, 
Whoſe life's a leſſon, and whoſe friendſhip warms ; 
Should wear a ſpeck ſo feſt'ring at the heart, 
This game diſeaſe, beyond the pow'r of art : 

Loſe half his virtues, and be deem'd ſevere, 

To fave that poor mean animal—a hare, 


F Men 


1 bim, they cry—It is a truth, not to be controverted with ſucceſs, 
that many of our moſt rigid preſervers of game were, a few years backwards, 
the moſt notorious free-booters on the manors of other gentlemen, 


Tempora mutantur, et nos mutamur in illis, 


— — — — — ms r 
— — —— — 33 


f 5 So down the fream———Under the idea of repreſentation, deputation, or 
more properly perhaps, defamation, ſome of our ſecond-hand deputed lords 
of manors, frequently exceed their originals in every degree of pedantry and 


oſtentation. O imitateres ! ſervum pecus —— 


( 18 ) 

Men ſhould be decent yes, tis very true; 
Men ſhould be decent, ſo my lords ſhould you: Pl. 
What if to cure this phrenzy of the brain, 
We ſhould confine our curates on the chain ; 
Tic up our ſportſmen till the ſeaſon's done, 

And then let looſe to air, and feel the fun . 
Sweet, heav'nly balm, to eaſe the tortur'd breaſt, 
And rock the minds of buſy men to reſt. 

But know, no creature walks the earth ſo mean, 

But wears reſentment, tho' it lurks unſeen 5, 


Nature beſtows on all a felf-defence 


Brutes have their claws, and man is arm'd with ſenſe. 

Contempt and ſcorn, thoſe horrid plagues to teaze, 

Theſe all men have, and uſe them as they pleaſe. 
Thrice happy ISLE IH where ev'ry /eventh year: 

Calls forth the pleaſing gewgaw of a chair : 

When toſt in air, triumphant members ride; 

So ſmooth, ſo pleaſant, and ſo free from pride. 

Dear Sir! good creature | my obliging friend! 

r You know my ſoul, you know you may depend; 

« You know my int'reſt muſt at laſt ſucceed, 

6 And Tom ſhall be an officer, indeed: | 


686. Do 


+ Thrice happy Ie It is wonderful to conſider, how ſmooth, and how: 
very much in ſeaſon great men are, on the approach of an election year; oc- 
caſioned, it is ſaid, by a certain political rouge, which clarifies the face, and 
gives a delightful fimmering to the whole countenance, keeping all the muſcles. 
and dimples for a time, at leaſt, in excellent preſervation. . N 

C. Warren, perfumer, Parliament-Street. 


— — r 
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* Do al! you can, ſecure your couſin's vote, 

«© And take this trifle—to repair his coat: 

« Friends of my ſoul, be free; apply, command, 

© You. have my houſe, my manors, and my land? "1 

« For you we live, for you we dare to die; | 1 

„gave, ſive yourſelves 31 fave us; ſave Liberty I” | 
But what is this? mere gilding of a day, | 

One month elaps'd, the varniſh melts away; l! 

Then each frecholder, with. extatic ſtare,, 4 | 

Cries, Marcy, Sars how ſtrange theſe great men are I 


c For {ix long years they lead us in a chain, 
Then ſmooth and poliſh for their chairs again. 
And is it thus, by low and mean deceit, 


Our patriots riſe to honours and; a ſeat ? 
Suſpended Juſtice mourns our fate, too near, 
Looks down, and weeps o'er poor Britannia's bier 
O! how unlike to this is his good name, 
Whoſe virtues are as public as his fame; 
His country's idol, and the good man's praiſe, 
And uncorrupted in the worſt of days: 
Stateſmen and Peers, if this be worth approv'd, 
Know Ai lives, thus honour'd and belov'd. 


14 ' 
Sad. | 
5 \| 
ſl 
' 


+ Save, ſave yourſelves —— The beauty of this line depends, in a great 
meaſure. upon the manner of ſpeaking it; the cloſing of the eyes, the ſtretching bY 
out of the fingers, and mode of elevation: Borough Members have fine ad» | 
vantages this way, on a market-day, from ſuch ſpirited exertions. ö 

f F Quem ; mirabantur | Athine,, 
Torrent 
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Sad, horrid tale] by much too often told 
My worth is acres, and my virtues gold : 


But as one blemiſh marrs an angel's face, 

So wealth .alone is coupled with diſgrace. 

Wealth without worth, ſerves only to aſſert, 

The rich man's claim to gilded hoards of dirt: 

Inglorious triumph, when each ſober clown, 

Lives more at eaſe, leſs mean, with half-a-crown. 

Fortune, blind dame? derides our mimic Rate, 

Bends rich men down, and makes the needy, great; 

Pours gifts and favours whereſoe'er ſhe pleaſe, 

And lifts a Curate—to a coach of eaſe :+ 

| Then ſmiles to ſee her new-rais'd prelate ride, 

L To ſee him bend, and nod with holy pride : 
The triple cure, and Sunday ſplaſh forgot ; 
"Tis now, Fehu ! Your Honour and what not! 
Smote with ſurprize, we ſtand aloof, and ſtare ; 
We gaze, we think, and. wonder what we are— 
Theſe are thy whims, O Fortune! theſe thy deeds ; 
Tis thou canſt turn to joy the widow's weeds: 
By thee th' apprentice, j long inur'd to wipe, 

The rich adheſions of the ivory pipe, 


ö | Mounts 
b | 


= - + And lifts a Curate===m_—l]t tu fortunam, fic nos te, Celſe, feremus. 


1 $ By thee th' apprentice----Sudden elevation in life is frequently too rapid 
for tender ſpirits to undergo : when the deputy grave-digger of a certain [14 
| ri 


Fa 


Mounts up to honours, and a full diſplay, 

And reigns the pe//led monarch of a day. 
Grant me, good Heav'n1 my humble wiſh to live, 

Pleas'd and contented, with the gifts you give: 

Nor be my lot ſo high, that with diſdain, 

The looking down may turn my giddy brain: 

Teach me to ſhun each dangerous extream, 

Not idly poor, nor opulently mean. 
And ſhould there be ſuperior plagues deſign'd, 


One greater curſe than all, to blaſt mankind; 


His be that lot, who with a tyrant's frown, 
Lives and preſumes—this world to be his own; 
Who joys to fill the aching heart with fear, 
To bind no wound, nor ſtop the trickling tear ; 
A mean Aelf-love, and over-weening pride, 
IIl-natur'd ſpleen, and paſſion for his guide.— 
Foul fiend, avaunt!s griping monopoly! 
To thee the churl, the niggard bends the knee; 
Thy baleful taint corrodes the lib'ral mind, 


The heart which loves, and lives for all mankind.--- 


G | The 


riſh was told, that he would certainly be made under-ſexton at the Eaſter meet- 
ing, the poor fellow went away overjoy'd, with tears in his eyes, muttering to 
himſelf - - - The Lord's will be done, for it is his doing, and not mine 


Foul fend, avaunt |-----Where a turbulent, inordinate paſſion for game 
prevails, too many inſtances are not wanting to prove, that neither vicinity, 
affinity, or the moſt amiable 9 the heart, xn poſſibly preſerve for a 
time the peace and good fellowſhip of a neighbourhood. 

| a * Ty Bella, horrida 9ella = 


{ 22 ) 
The love of pow'r, and horrid rage of ſway,” 


Oft leads good- nature, and good-fenſe\aftray,-- - 
Yes, he was once both good and gentle found. 


Till Fortune curs'd him with ſome miles of ground: 
Now, manor-mad, he dreams of ſlaughter'd game, 
And Heav'n is ſtorm'd,* if Pero ſhould be lame, 
Him, ſkill'd in ſports, ſleek Obadiah bred,$ 

And Ruth's fair hand would often pat his head : 

What heart ſo hard, but muſt ſor Pero bleed, 
Sweet ſon of Don; and ſprung from Dido's breed. 
The fabled youth+ embrac'd his cat for lite ; 

Take thou, ſweet boy, thy Sappho for a wife,--- 

Not Mira's ſmiles, or Delia's charms, avail, 

Love rides triumphant on the pointer's tail ; 

All hearts give way to ſee Caſtalia dreſt, 

But then dear Juno holds her head the beſt: 

We mourn a parent, and lament his end, 

But Don, dear dog, is father, wite, and friend ; 

Our waking thoughts, our ev'ning theme the ſame, 


The one dear ſubje& of eternal 'game.--- 
Minions 
And Heav'n is fterw'd----It is almoſt impoſſible to conceive,' what a hur- 
ricane is made in a family from the trivial accident of a ſcalded puppy, or 
trom the impreſſion of the maid's patten on the ear of Juba. | 
Mifcentur , Magniſq; vocant clamoribus hoſtem, 
Y - - - Sleek Obadiab bred. Vide Barclay's Apology. | 


+ The fabled youth--»-In Eſop's Fables, à young man is married to his cat, 
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Minions attend! my noble Sir declares, 


©« Zounds! Fire and blood! I'm plunder'd of my hares,” 
Curſt be the thought !. ſhall little tradeſmen join, 

To roaſt our game, and drench themſelves with wine ? 

O, horrid times, and greatly to be fear'd, 

When bread-ſauce trickles down+ the trader's beard ! 
Portentous times, with ev'ry ill replete, 

When little ſouls inordinately eat! 

O!] but my paſſion is too ſtrong to laſt, 

All order dies, and decency is paſt ; 

Pertneſs and folly mark each flippant owl, 


And ſtarv'd attornies perk their ears, and growl. 
Gods! ſhall our tradeſmen fit with horrid grin, 
O'er roaſted pheaſants, napkin'd to the chin? 
Stretch out their limbs, with pert Parnaſſian ſneer, 
And drink Madeira, like a banker's heir ; 

With noiſe and nonſenſe ev'ry ear confound, 

Then break, and pay five ſhillings to the pound ? 
Alas! alas! good ſiſters $ of the loom, 

Cut ſhort our thread, and ſeal Britannia's doom. --- 


cc Go 


+ When bread-ſauce trickles down----We will not pronounce it felony, or ſa- 
crilege, tor a tradeſman to eat bread-ſauce ; but we will venture to propheſy, 
that except they are paid their demands better, than ſame of them are at pre- 
ſenc, they will have little or no bread to eat. 

\ e To, Waſte book, page 45, &c. c. Sc. 


$ Alas! alas! good tern. -Alluding to the three ſiſters, who are ſuppoſed 
to ſpin the thread of man's life, 
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« Go forth, my men,“ ſet all your traps around, 
© No foot unpuniſh'd treads my hallow'd ground. 
« Hark! Do I hear? A dogl a dog! Purſuel 
© Run, Sam! ride, Joſeph! follow you and you 
6 Off with his head+—ſo much for curs like theſe ; 
ce Be this my fiat, and my heart's at eaſe.” 

My great Achilles, (thus old Homer ſpeaks) 

And if we moderns might tranſlate from Greeks, 
Such were his words“ Pelides, born to wield, 

« Tame thy big ſoul, thou thund'rer of the field. 
Smote with concern, we trembling drop the pen, 
And grieve to find ſuch rage in little men. 

But let not here pert fancy's buſy tongue, 
Condemn the verſe, and think our labours wrong : 
No foul detractions reach the muſe's ear; 

She draws from life, and paints what mortals are 
Holds up the mirror, as they paſs in view, 

Yet grieves to find her portraits ſhould be true, 

Pleas'd with a whim, let fancy here deſcribe, 
The ſporting Squiret in his autumn pride; 


* Go forth, my men- Patent man- traps are ſoon expected in Norfolk, ſo 
curiouſly contrived, as to evacuate the body at once of all its blood, juices and 
marrow, with the greateſt freedom; dragging out, and deſtroying in the neateſt 
manner, every nerve, muſcle and ſinew; ſo that the perſon trap'd muſt ex- 
pire immediately in the moſt pleafing and agreeable agonies.----Suetonius Life 


of Nero. Meſſrs. Buller & Co. Birmingham. 


+ Off with bis bead-----Alluding to one of Shakeſpeare's plays: | 
Off with his head---ſo much for Buckingham.“ 


( 25 ) 
Neat in nankeen, of form genteel and ſtrait, 
In gentle fing-fong, fwinging in his gait--- 
As much of man, as nature choſe to give, 
As much the maid, as could with manhood live: 
The folded arms around his gun are ſeen, 
With white-topt gloves, and net extremely clean 
The club's long ribbon waving in the wind, 
With flint half out, and powder left behind, 
Old ſullen pointers, half aſham'd to go, 
Sneak cloſe behind, and lily ſnuff the beau. 
Partridge, or pigeon, tis the ſame to him, 
John grins applauſe, and Maſter has his whim : 
Proceed, dear creature, and your ſports purſue, 
We only wiſh one thouſand ſuch as you.* 

Come, my adepts! my abler ſportſmen, ſay ! 
Ye who can ſtop the whirring pheafant's way ; 
Fam'd for your ſports, and mighty ſcenes of blood, 
Daſh thro' the ford; or ruſh along the wood : 
Muſt we all liſten, and your tales attend ? 

Told twenty times, yet never to the end: 
Muſt half your kennels round the hearths extend, 
And, unmoleſted, poiſon wife or friend? 


H Pour 


. * Ie only wiſh one thouſand ſuch as you. Noverint univer/i---- T hat the cha- 
racers here drawn by this. writer have the quality of the trooper's boot, that 
would fit any leg whatever. If. any deſcription. here ſuits any one particular 
gentleman,, and fits eaſy with him, he is welcome to uſe it at his on diſcre- 


don. 


7 
* 
2 3 


— 


( 26 ) 
Pour forth rich ſcents of meals, in full decay, 
Till Miſs turns ſick, and Madam faints away ? _ 
« O! I ſhall die! Good Gods! What muſt be done? 
« Pho! bring the drops ;+ my deareſt Betſy, run! 
« Die? No, good Ladies, that's a horrid ſight 
The School for Scandal claims your hearts to- night.“ 
Or, ſhall young Fop with poultry limbs be fed, 
And ſaucy pointers ſnatch the children's bread ? 
Wives, half aſham'd, put forth the ſerious piſh, 
And gently whiſper, . “Pray, Sir, change the diſh.” 
Coarſe wit, with freedom, hurts the tender wife, 
And courtſhip ſhould be kept alive for life,-— 
Nor can the muſe, without a bluſh, impart, 
How wives, with hunters, ſhare the ſportſman's heart : 
The doctor wanted---< Sir, may Bumper go?“ 
„No, John. The filly ?”” “ No. Your honour ? No. 
« The cheſnut gelding, now his ſweats are o'er, 
« Might” —< Curſe the fellow | leave me, ſhut the door.” 
The tenant's hack, poor jaded, borrow'd wretch, 
Gallops ſor all, from fevers to the itch. 

Say next, what ſtorms the ſmalleſt ills produce ? 
Jack finew-ſtrain'd, or Pero kills a gooſe ; 


Or, 


+ Pho ! bring the drops Too many dogs in a parlour, muſt be funda- 
mentally wrong, and hurtful to the olfactory nerves of thoſe (gentlemen in the 
Minority, who are ſmelling out the foul Works of the Miniſtry with great 
diſcernment. att eee ang | Naso, 
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Or, worſe than death, the Curate in the wood; 
Trap him, by G—, and ſluice him of his blood: 
Shall he, ſhall they, ſhall theſe my covers force ? 


« A horſe! a horſe! my manors for a horſe!” 


Good Heav'n! are theſe for marriage rites deſign'd ? 
(O loſt to ſenſe, and impotent of mind!) 
Unhappy women! for ſuch arms decreed ;--- 
Mere ſportſmen are---mere animals indeed, f— 

Bleſt be that maid, whoſe ſoft perſuaſive charms, 
Can draw the ſporting ideot to her arms: 
Bleſt wives, to hear the early flounce from bed, 
The deep hoarſe cough, and doors that ſplit the head; 
The hall's loud eccho, and the thund'ring ſounds 
Of ham-ſtuff'd ſportſmen, and the roar of hounds ! 
Each place a chaos, in confuſion lies; 
Rolls pil'd on rolls, and pigeons torn from pies: 
Ruſh on to horſe: hark forward | and away; 
And yawning maids fit down to toaſt and tea. 
Wives, piteous things! drag on the winter day, 
With ſqualling brats, and dinners burnt away; 
Behold at night their dear adorers doze, 
And pour the concert thro' the vocal noſe,--- 


Nor 


+ Mere ſportſmen are---mere animals indeed. Field amuſements are joyous, 
rational and manly; but the eternal purſuit of game, as the practice of ſome 


of our modern ſportſmen is, makes it rather a nuſance than an entertainment. 
ö Ne quid nimii· 


— 


Nor do our ſportſmen's labours of the day, 
End with the ſun, tho' ſunk its Weſtern ray: | 
In dreams they ſtart, with more than labour” throes ; 
Ihoup ! Tally bo] Hark forward ! there he goes! 2 
Windſor is ſpur'd, or elſe in Jindſor's ſtead, | 
Their own dear wivest are tumbled out of bed: 
Good ſenſe, good-nature too, muſt fix the bounds, 
Men ſhould be men, not company for hounds, 
Nor let old Thunder's praiſe be ever ſung, 
When ſofter muſic flows from woman's tongue: 
A thouſand charms in Charlotte's dimples dwell, 
But thou art bleſt—young Sancho points ſo well. 
What's wife, a daughter, or an anget's face, 
To a net ſwelling with a good frve brace 2 
Women may charm, and marriage joys delight, 
But a full covey is a glorious fight, 
What! tho' thy pointers boaſt ſuperior ſpeed, 
Range well and wide, and ſprung from Doxy's breed; 
Vet ſpare our ears, nor pour th' eternal tale; 


Here Turko ſtood, there Mungo caught the gale: 


From 


{+ Their own dear wives----The power of the imagination in ſleep is very 
wonderful ; whether the exertion of the ſoul at that time is greater than at: 
another, muſt be left to the deciſion of the learned; but this we certainly 
know, that both our hands and feet are uncommonly merry and pleaſant in 
the time of dreaming, | | 


Vide Prieftly's Diſquiſttions; = 
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From hill to vale, we drove the covey round, 

Till the laſt bird, à with vengeance, thump'd the ground. 

So ſtrange thy tale, the very ſervants ſtare, - 

And ſeem to ſay, by G he was not there. 
Minor, attend | nor let thy throbbing heart, 

Pant to poſſeſs thoſe joys the fields impart : 

Maturer age holds up this wholeſome truth ; 

No time redeems the idle hours of youth, 

Art thou a clerk ? ingroſs in ſober peace, 

Remove the pointer, and renew the leaſe. 

Deom'd to a ſhop ?* be thy attention there, 

Nor loſe the Squire, by courſing of a hare : 

Fix'd in thy calling, ſhun each roving thought, 


One plan is beſt—— Variety a fault. — 
Prudence forewarns, and ſober laws preſcribe 

Juſt bounds, that ſportſmen may not err too wide ; 
Yet idle pleaſure, play-thing of a day, 

Calls forth her ſons, and folly leads the way ; 


I Too 


* 


$ Till the laſt bird. Nothing ſo kind and affectionate as game is; by the 
uſeiof 7. certain machine, you may turn it into lamb, brawn, ſturgeon, or any 
ing you chooſe to have: in ſome families, the game is ſuppoſed to be a 


N ot near twenty pounds a year, in the great article of houſkeeping. 
Hinc ills Lachryme e 


oe, 4, xg & Jap. Unexperienced young gentlemen will ſometimes pur- 
chaſe a lictle Fame, when it can be had, to tave appearances ; and this is cer- 
tainly bettet, than Ruffing the dumb bag with brown paper, dog's couples, or 
Aurnip tops, 1 26s | 


- - - FEterne querens præconia fame, 
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Too ſoon undone, they fink in fad deſpair, 1 
And loſe in jail,+ their liberty and air,— | 1 HI 

Madneſs ſevere | juſt twenty-one--Canſt thou 
Waſte the hard ſavings of thy father's plow ? 
Drove out from men, unpity'd and unknown, 
To glean thoſe acres, which were once your own. 
Diſtreſs and want the fractur'd ſpendthrift feels, 
Yet whiſtles on, with pointer at his heels. — ' 

Say then, ye wiſe! for ye can well define, 1 27A 
Where muſt good ſenſe, and order draw the line? 
Where fix the hounds, that ſportſmen ſhould obey, 
Twixt lawleſs inſult, and the love of ſway ? 
Far from the mind be that injurious thought; 
In diſtant fields, no murder is a fault: 
Theſe dire Macbeths cry out, * Lay on, Macduff, 
* And damn'd be he, who farſt calls, Hold, enough.“ 
But ſtay, free-booter ! ſtop thy murd'ring hand, 
Nor claim dominion o'er another's land-: 
Know, Moderation} is of heav'nly mien, 
And of all virtues, Decency is queen. 


1 


+ And loſe in jail. It was very unfortunate for a certain gentleman to * 
hurried to priſon before the hunting ſeaſon was entirely over; as he had cers 
tainly an eſtate of one hundred pounds a year, with a mortgage upon. it, of 


very little more than two thouſand pounds. 


* 
Ss 


+ Know, Moderation-----Inſtances are not wanted to prove, that- thoſe overs 
tenactous gentlemen of their own game at home, in an enemy's country (that 
is, from home) are very inordinate in their ſporting, | 
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What, but the law, defends thy flocks and fleece, 
Secures thy houſe, and makes thee ſleep in peace? 
The ſame good laws defend another's right, 
His game by day, his property by night. 
Weigh well their force; be decency your rule, 
He who breaks thro', is wantonly a fool.— 
And ſhould ill- fortune place thy manors there, 
Where corp'rate troops deſcend without a fear; 
Where ſtiff mechanics leave the council board, 
To ride down pudding, and to ſtare abroad; 
Bear it with patience, for their trade is ſuch, 
Jp give too little, and they take too much.— 

True ſporting is true honour, temper'd right, 
Not the dumb- bag that's diſembogued by night: 
Not him, who ſpares no ſex, no. times, no age, 
But deals his fire with unremitting rage; 
Not him, whoſe vacant mind for ever loves 
To haunt the fields, the meadows, and the groves 3 
Mere winter drudge, a dull, laborious aſs, 
Who half exiſts, the hunters turn'd to graſs : 
Nor let the prieſthood idly entertain, 
The thought—their Maſter liv'd and dy'd in vain: 
His was the ſeed: but theirs the full increaſe, 
And they ſhould labour, who would ſhare the fleece: 


Nor 


32) 
Nor trudge the field, in one eternal round, | 
Whilſt Jerom moulds, and Auſtin lies unbound, 


No] he ſports beſt, and with the moſt applauſe, 

Who hunts for wiſdom, and conſults her laws; 

Beats claſſic ground, where ſportiye 1 muſes twine 

Their laureat wreaths for brows, ſoft GRrav, like chine ; : 

Where bards ſeraphic tun'd their lyres to pleaſe, 

Where Mir rox ſoar d, and Hozacs walk d with caſe : 

Above the ſportſman's rant, the loud regale, vi 

The ſong, the bumper, and the thread- bare tale, 6 
Not yet un-nerv'd, nor yet without the pride, ny 

To hang the firſt dear woodcock at my fide ; 13 

Teach me, ſweet month, thy jovial rites to praiſe, 

And hug the thought of youthful, ſporting days: 

_ Sweet are the tales, and pleaſant to rehearſe, 

Are youthful deeds, when dignify 'd with verſe ; 

Sweet days | when joy ſtood tip-toe in the eye, 


And pulſe beat quicker, as the covies fly : 

The breezy morn, the gun's imperial roar ; 

The pointers burſting from the kennel door 1 
The maid's long viſage, and obdurate frown, 
The ſly arch boy, the muffins tumbled Gown 3 
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3 22 Ferom moulds-----Poor dear Jerom- you muſt never expect a _ 


| coat, whilſt your maſter has almoſt loſt his own by the thorns and buſhes. — 


Nothing ſo ſubject to be torn as black 
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The wayward hobby, ſeldom to be caught, 

The dog run home, (fad dog!) too dearly bought; 

The buſy buſtle,* and the ideot ſtare, | 

And things miſlaid, and gone--the lord knows where 

Life's giddy rage, when rapid blood flows on ; 

« Farewell! farewell l my occupation's gone.“ 
Now wrapt in thought, I ſtrole the wat'ry mead, 

The woodcock twitt'ring o'er my penſive head; 

Fond to explore what pleaſures make us bleſt, 

What part of life is . fitteſt and the beſt, 

Whether in youth, when fev'riſn blood runs high, 

And mounting fire darts trembling from the eye; 

The frolic dance, ſoft ſounds, and fofy feaſt, 

Or the ſweet ſnow which heaves on Kitty's breaſt ? 

Or, ate our joys. to ſober- years confin'd ? 

When kind reflection jogs the abſent mind; 

When prudence ſhews the paths we ſhould purſue, 

And age finds out, that life has nothing new. 


K | | My 


* The buſy buſtle-----This deſcription of a ſporting morning is undoubtedl 
natural, if not political. The writer, we ſuſpect, is a man of fire himſelf, 
(a ſad dog moſt likely) but whether he ſhoots clean, or mangles his game in 
this work, muſt be left to his readers to determine. | | 

Mouthly Reviewers. 


I Farewell | Farewell !----By this and the following lines, we may eaſily per- 
ceive the decline of the old ſportſman, Dead, Dead, Dead! To ſave the 
Reviewers the trouble of hulking him, we recommend to him the following 


Lufiti ſatis, ediſti ſatis, atq; bibifti, + 
Tempus abire tibi eſt 


adage :. 
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( 34 ) 
My reaſon ſtarts, and ſober truths preyail, 


And future hopes drop in and turn the ſcale.— 
What tho' our ſummer days too faſt decline, 
And winter life“ can ſcarce be ſaid to ſhine ; 
Yet age has this one bleſſing left---to hear 
Faults once its own with mild attentive ear ; 

To judge with candour, and with truth defend ; 
And ſportſman once,+ be ev'ry ſportſman's friend. 
O Praon | bleſt with nature's richeſt ſtore, 

So well accompliſh'd, that we wiſh no more; 

O thou! all but the very thing approv'd, 

. Of virtues ſhaded, yet by all belov'd ; 

Life's greateſt ills from high examples flow, 

As ſmalleſt ſpecks are ſoon obſerv'd on ſnow : 
Pleas'd with thy youth, thy virtues were our boaſt ; 
But, ah! how ſoon were all thy bloſſoms loſt, 


Thus 


And winter life---Old men ſhould never forget that they have been young, 


as the utmolt allowance ſhould be made for the indiſcretions of youth, and 
the extravagance of the paſſions, 


Seneca, de Senectute. 


+ And ſportſman once---- Anonymous advertiſements have often appeared in 
the Norwich Mercury, for the mecting of Gentlemen at Swaffham in Nor- 
folk to protect their tenants: Old Sportſmen, who can ſmell- a fox at a diſ- 
tance, ſuppoſe this to mean nothing more than the protection of their own 
game. Quere, If it may not be neceſſary ſoon tor qualified gentlemen to 
allociate in turn, to protect themſelves and their own rights. W 

| Timeo Danaos, et dona ferentes. 


+ O Phaon !----This Gentleman is of an amiable diſpoſition, but lives uns 
married. | SUFFOLK, 


wt 


Thus early fruits, which moſt attract the eye, 
Fall with the whirlwind and untimely die,--- 
Too early loſt, a prey to woman's art, 
Love finds no way to reach thy captur'd heart, 
Shun woman's wiles, is wiſdom's wholeſome rule; 
Bad cuſtom's vice, and faſhion makes the fool : 
Time wipes the honey from the flatt'rer's tongue, 
And future years will prove thy paſſion wrong : 
Paſs but a time, thy fields, thy manors gone, 
And thy dear creature drops a wife to John: 
Then all thy faults+ to ev'ry fool are known, 
She ſtabs thy virtues to repair her own, 

O gratitude, ſweet boon ! that Heav'n beſtows 
On feeling minds, to ſoften human woes ; 
The tainted ſoul thy bleſſings ſeldom knows, 
Thy ſeat is there, where truth and virtue grows. 
Like Etna's flames, ſuperior as they riſe, 
The harlot's fire breaks forth at once and dies : 
Superior joy to wedded love's confin'd, || 
Grows at the heart, and captivates the mind. 
Life 


+ Then all thy faults----Strange, indeed, that thoſe very creatures, who are 
too frequently the ſucceſsful initraments of ruining a man's fortune and cha- 
racter, ſhould be (which is often the caſe) the fir to cenſure and condemn 
him. Vice of every ſort is mean and deſpicable. 


Superior. joy to wedded love's conſin d. This uxorious ſcribbler we ſuſpect 
to be a ſurrogate himſelf oy his recommending of matrimony fo much 
but the immorality of the times bids fair at preſent to ſet aſide the uſe of li- 
cences and wedding fees, - - - = - - Aa Delia, Tecum 

13 ns | Dummodo ſim; queſo, ſegnis inerſq; vocer. 
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A 88-1 
| Life of my life} O thou, whoſe gentle breaſt 
Can ſooth my ſoul and lull my thoughts to reſt } 
Source of my joy, by rites connubial mine, 
Be all my life and all my thoughts like thine | 
With thee converſing, each returning day 
Springs with freſh joy, and ſheds a brighter ray : 
When fev'riſh heats, or anxious thoughts moleſt, 
Thy arm ſuſtains and holds me to thy breaſt : 
Not winter's ſpite or low'ring clouds diſpleaſe, 
If thou art there, my ſoul, my heart's at eaſe. 
Accept, dear partner of my bed, my lays, 
Unſung the theme---a married woman's praiſe ! 
Phaon, to thee this moral lay—attend!: 
Nor loſt to virtue, raſhly blame a friend--- 
If all thy actions on thy will depend, 
Thine's mere exiſtence to no uſeful end.: 
Slave to thy paſſions, hug thy gilded chain, 
Tho' bleſt with fortunes and a wide domain; 
The heart bleeds inward, tho' the face is gay, 
Nor can forc'd mirth drive guilty thoughts away. 
| Ty'd to his ſtall, the poor unthinking beaſt, 
The fatted ox, like you, enjoys the feaſt ; 
/ Snorts o'er his heap with proud diſdainful breath, 
Nor knows, poor fool, his feaſting ends with death. 
So thy own gifts abus'd and miſapply'd, 
Mean only this—he feaſted, and he dy'd. 
Seek 


4 
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„ N. 

Seek then a wife 1+ let wedlock ſet you free, 
And then my Phaon may be bleſt as me. 
Good ſenſe, good conduct will her ſteps attend, 
And wife be then united to the friend: 
Fair peace, ſoft dalliance, and domeſtic eaſe, 
Sweet mutual love, and ev'ry with to pleaſe ; 
Life's thorny way with due contentment trod, 
And eaſy faith, which lifts the mind to God.-- 
Now free as air, and wanton as the wind, 
Soft pleaſure charms, and folly ſooths thy mind : 
But when Old Time ſhall bruſh thy hours away, 
And future life breaks forth to open day ; 
Where then thy courſer's pride, the goblet's charms, 
Or the lewd ſurfeit of forbidden arms? 
When ſtrong convulſions tear thy lab'ring breath, 
What friend haſt thou to ſmooth the bed of dcath ? 
In that ſad hour what female hand applies, 
To ſooth thy pains, or cloſe thy dying eyes ? 


1. Too 


+ Seck then a wife--- The prevailing cuſtom of keeping Miſtreſſes, not only 
amongſt the rich and great, but amongſt inferiors of every fort, by the mo- 
dern and faſhionable appellation of Houle-keepers, becomes daily more alarm- 
ing than ever: If this evil is not properly attended to, both by Magiſtrates 
and Clergy, the rebukes of ſuch a writer as this are not worth regarding. 

| Quis enim non vicus abundat 
Triſtibus obſcenis? —— | Juv. 


" Ard eaſy faith---By faith in this place is to be underſtood, that believing | 
ſcriptural taith, that is neither alarmed at the diſquiſitions of Dr. P——y, or 
the heterogeneous publications of Mr. 1h I. 


Caſaulon. 
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( 38 ) 


Too late convinc'd, you'll find the ſure deceit, 
Pleaſure is vain, and idle life a cheat; 

© ! bleſt with ſenſe, with judgment juſt and right- 
Why ſhould a wanton cloud my Phaon's fight ? 
Think, for thou muſt, a reck'ning to be fear d, 
Time flies apace and conſcience will be heard ; 
And ſhould (Heav'n grant it I) thy reforming life 
Be bleſt with thought, with eaſe, and ſober wife; 
Pleas'd thou wilt ſay, (thy former faults forgot) 
How bleſt, how happy is the Huſband's lot! 
Surrounding cares and ev'ry pang will ceaſe, 
And thou, like me, ſhalt live and die in peace. 
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ERRATUM. 


Page 35, Line 17, for ſuperior, 
read, impetuous. 


